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^ I '''HE  Board  which  will  assume  charge 
with  the  next  issue  and  edit  The  Burr 
for  the  ensuing  year  has  for  its  Editor-in-Chief 
Mr.  George  L.  Robinson,  and  for  its  Business 
Manager  Mr.  George  R.  Jackson.  The  ex- 
perience which  both  Messrs.  Robinson  and 
Jackson  have  had  with  the  Epitome  makes 
them  especially  valuable  and  competent  to 
take  up  this  work.  We  regret  exceedingly 
that  Mr  Robinson  was  obliged  to  leave  college. 
He  will  return,  however,  next  Autumn  when  he 
will  assume  active  charge.  From  now  till 
June  The  Burr  will  be  edited  under  the  super- 
vision of  the  various  associate  editors. 

The  personnel  of  the  new  board  is  as  follows : 

George  L.  Robinson,  ’99,  Editor-in-Chief. 

George  R Jackson,  ’99,  Business  Manager. 

— -,  Assistant  Business  Manager. 

Russel  Kimball,  ’99. 

Richard  C.  Becerra,  ’99. 

John  W.  Grace,  jr.,  '99. 

Percy  L.  Reed,  ’99. 

Robert  Farnham,  jr.,  ’99. 

Reginald  W.  Bours,  1900. 


TlTH  this  issue  of  The  Burr  the 
^ ^ Seniors  on  the  Board  retire  and  the 
new  Board  takes  control.  On  looking  back 
at  the  past  year  we  cannot  truthfully  say  that 
we  think  The  Burr  has  been  a success.  Just 
where  the  trouble  lies  we  cannot  definitely 


say.  What  the  trouble  is,  however,  is  so  plain 
to  be  seen  that  we  need  not  tell  you  it  is  lack 
of  interest. 

What  causes  this  lack  of  interest?  This  is 
not  so  easy  to  answer,  but  whatever  it  may  be 
it  seems  to  have  visited  other  college  organiza- 
tions as  well,  for  we  constantly  hear  of  such 
things  as:  class  presidents  who  cannot  get  a 
quorum  to  attend  meetings;  a senior  class 
which  doesn’t  seem  to  have  energy  enough  to 
hold  a class  banquet ; scarcely  enough  men 
trying  for  the  Mustard  and  Cheese  to  fill  out 
the  caste;  engineering  societies  which  have 
died  a painless  death  through  neglect;  such 
poor  support  of  the  athletic  association  that 
it  becomes  necessary  to  have  a college  meeting 
to  decide  whether  we  are  to  have  any  teams 
at  all ; college  publications  which  are  con- 
stantly obliged  to  dun  their  subscribers,  both 
alumni  and  undergraduate,  for  their  subscrip- 
tions. These,  and  many  others  besides,  make 
a long  list  and  one  which  is  disagreeable  to 
read. 

Again  we  ask  wherein  lies  the  trouble  ? 
Many  will  doubtless  say  that  studies  here  at 
Lehigh  are  daily  crowding  out  more  and  more 
everything  which  pertains  to  college  life. 
This  may  be  true,  yet  we  see  that  places  of 
amusement  of  various  sorts  and  descriptions 
just  as  heavily  patronized  by  the  students  as 
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they  ever  were.  It  is  the  same  old  story  of 
the  man  who  has  to  economize,  the  first  things 
he  shuts  down  on  are  his  charities.  In  the 
same  way  the  first  thing  a student  does  when 
studies  press  hard  is  to  economize  time  at  the 
expense  of  the  college  interests.  Why  not 
economize  time,  as  well  as  money,  on  the 
pleasures  too?  It  certainly  seems  more  just 
than  to  shut  out  altogether  the  things  which 
make  college  life. 

S the  opening  of  the  ball  season  is  so 
near  at  hand  it  is  perfectly  natural  for 
the  college  to  show  some  interest  in  the  team 
that  will  represent  Lehigh  on  the  diamond 
this  year. 

Owing  to  the  very  pleasant  condition  of 
the  weather,  the  candidates  for  the  various 
positions  on  the  team  have  been  able  to 
engage  in  out-of-door  practice  much  earlier 
in  the  season  than  usual.  This  has  been  a 
great  help  in  determining  the  ability  of  the 
new  men.  In  general  the  new  men  have 
made  a very  creditable  showing,  and,  at  present, 
it  seems  that  the  three  positions  made  vacant 
by  loss  of  men  last  year  will  be  filled  without 
trouble,  and  that  some  of  the  old  men  now 
in  college  will  have  to  do  some  hard  work  to 
retain  their  places  on  the  team. 

Six  of  last  year’s  team  are  now  in  college, 
including  the  best  battery,  and  with  new  men 
trying  for  every  position  on  the  team  the 
competition  for  the  different  places  will  be 
keen. 

That  last  year’s  team  could  play  ball  when 
properly  handled,  was  throughly  demonstrated 
while  the  team  was  under  the  direct  supervision 
of  a competent  coach.  The  management  has 
been  particularly  fortunate  in  securing  the 
services  of  coach  Bannon  for  a much  longer 
time  this  year  than  last.  With  such  an 
abundance  of  material  and  with  the  continued 
service  of  a coach  the  base-ball  team  should 
do  the  college  credit  this  year. 

The  interest  showed  by  the  student-body 


in  attending  the  daily  practive  goes  a long 
way  in  encouraging  the  candidates.  It  is 
hoped  as  the  season  progresses  the  interest 
will  increase. 

T N glancing  over  the  ’Ninety-eight  Class- 

^ Book  ballot  one  of  the  questions  particu- 
larly attracts  our  attention,  it  is,  “What  is  your 
opinion  of  the  gymnasium  ?” 

We  do  not  doubt  but  that  the  answers  to 
this  question  will  nearly  all  be  of  the  same 
character,  and  the  question  is  whether  any- 
thing can  be  done  to  change  the  opinion  which 
the  ballots  will  undoubtedly  show.  One  thing 
which  we  need  more  than  anything  else  is 
more  shower  baths.  At  a meeting  of  the  Class 
of  ’98  not  so  very  long  ago  the  question  of  a 
class  memorial  was  discussed,  and  one  of  the 
things  mentioned  was  the  installation  of  another 
shower  bath  in  the  gymnasium.  We  have 
heard  nothing  further  of  this  matter  since  then 
and  hope  it  has  not  been  dropped.  We  think 
that  a good  shower  bath  would  be  an  infinitely 
better  and  more  practical  memorial  that  a 
dozen  flights  of  class  steps,  and  hope  ’Ninety- 
eight  may  decide  to  put  one  in. 


’98  Class  Book  is  now  fairly  under 
way  we  are  told.  The  changes  in  this 
year’s  book,  as  compared  with  those  of 
previous  year’s,  will  be  few  and  slight.  It  will 
be  noticed  from  the  ballots  that,  as  is  natural, 
some  questions  previously  asked  have  been 
omitted  and  some  new  ones  substituted  for 
them.  “ Our  marking  system  ” has  been  com- 
pletely changed  with  a view  of  making  it  more 
in  line  with  the  system  of  the  University. 

Great  care  has  been  taken  in  making  the 
contract,  and  special  instructions  have  been 
given  to  the  end  that  the  very  best  printing, 
engraving  and  half-tone  work  may  be  gotten 
as  well  as  binding  and  general  finish,  so  as  to 
make  it  both  enduring  and  handsome,  and  a 
credit  to  the  Class  of  ’98.  The  book  will 
make  its  appearance  about  the  first  of  June. 
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GpHE  preliminary  work  of  the  ’Ninety-nine 
Epitome  Board  will  soon  be  completed, 
as  the  Epitome  will  probably  goto  press  inside 
of  a week.  It  is  greatly  to  be  regretted  that 
the  editor-in-chief,  Mr.  G.  R.  Robinson,  has 
been  obliged  to  leave  college.  He  will  con- 
tinue to  keep  his  position,  however,  and  will 
carry  on  and  direct  the  work  by  correspond- 
ence. 

The  prospects  are  for  an  unusually  fine 
annual  this  year,  both  as  regards  artistic  work 
and  literary  matter.  Those  who  have  never 
had  any  experience  in  this  work  have  no  idea 
of  the  labor  involved  in  getting  out  an  Epitome, 
and  the  inroads  which  it  makes  upon  the  time 
of  the  editors.  With  this  in  view,  together 
with  the  prospects  which  there  are  for  an  ex- 


cellent book,  we  hope  the  college  will  show 
their  appreciation  of  the  efforts  of  the  Board 
by  something  more  substantial  than  criticism. 
We  wish  the  ’Ninety-nine  Epitome  all  the  suc- 
cess possible. 


^pHE  Mustard  and  Cheese  now  has  its 
play  well  under  way  as  the  caste  has 
been  selected  and  regular  rehearsals  have 
begun.  We  understand  that  the  competition 
for  places  was  very  much  below  the  average 
this  year,  there  being  but  very  few  more  con- 
testants than  there  were  places  on  the  caste. 
We  are  at  a loss  to  account  for  this  as  The 
Mustard  and  Cheese  has  always  been  striven 
for  with  a great  deal  of  interest.  We  hope  the 
play  will  be  a success. 


GOOD  CHEER. 

"V  X THAT  is  good  cheer? 
v ^ ’Tis  pipe  and  beer, 

A heart  that’s  free  from  sorrow. 

When  we  have  these  we  take  our  ease, 
And  think  not  of  the  morrow. 
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AN  ADVENTURE. 


"X  T HAT  I am  about  to  relate  is  one  of 

* ^ the  most  thrilling  experiences  I have 
ever  gone  through  with.  One  never  knows 
the  feeling  of  coming  face  to  face  with  death 
till  he  has  had  an  adventure  similar  to  mine. 
The  feeling  that  the  end  of  everything  is  at 
hand  chills  the  blood  in  one’s  veins  and  makes 
the  hair  stand  on  end.  The  consciousness  of 
opportunities  lost,  time  wasted  and  misspent, 
and  the  chance  to  do  good  thrown  away  all 
rush  through  the  mind  in  the  twinkling  of  an 
eye.  Judge  for  yourself  then,  gentle  reader, 
how  I felt  when  placed  in  the  predicament 
which  I am  about  to  relate. 

One  day  I was  about  to  set  out  for  a day’s 
journey  on  the  western  prairies.  All  my 
goods  and  chattels  had  been  sent  in  advance 
and,  as  soon  as  the  sun  had  illumined  the 
heavens,  I set  out  on  foot.  I considered  my- 
self very  brave  and  dauntless  in  a new  suit  of 
buckskin,  and  sauntered  along  unconscious  of 
everything,  only  enjoying  the  beautiful  day. 
My  attention  was  arrested  for  a moment  by  a 
change  in  the  wind.  I felt  apprehensive  of  a 
coming  storm,  but  the  bright  day  and  the  sun 
shining  overhead  soon  quelled  the  idea  of 
anything  unpleasant.  Later  I wished  it  had 
not. 

I had  made  over  one-half  of  the  journey, 
and  my  spirits  were  kept  up  by  the  thought  of 
soon  reaching  my  destination.  I even  saw 
the  hill  about  the  base  of  which  I had  to 
walk.  I expected  to  find  the  comrades  to  whom 
I was  journeying  at  a small  town  about  three 
miles  on  the  other  side.  As  I drew  nearer  I 
thought  I could  see  little  objects  like  stones 
moving  about  on  the  hillside.  This  I thought 
an  unusual  phenomenon,  but  perhaps,  a 
volcano  was  going  to  grace  that  little  hilltop. 
I was  lost  in  a poet’s  dream  and  really  did 
not  care  whether  it  did  or  not.  After  awhile 
the  objects  grew  larger  and  seemingly  more 
numerous.  This  was  funny,  but  what  cared 
I ? I was  walking  in  a large  half-circle  so  as 


to  avoid  the  hill  altogether  when  a low  rumb- 
ling, roaring  noise  attracted  my  attention.  It 
was  like  distant  thunder.  The  hillside  was 
getting  darker  and  the  little  objects  seemed 
to  be  increasing  and  growing  in  magnitude. 
The  noise  grew  louder.  Could  it  possibly  be 
that  the  rocks  were  stretching  themselves  in 
their  crowded  bed  ? What  strange  freak  of 
nature  could  this  be?  I could  only  reconcile 
myself  to  the  fact  that  I was  in  a strange  land 
and  must  accustom  myself  to  strange  sights. 
The  thought  that  the  boys  were  waiting  for 
me  carried  me  on,  but  in  a short  time  the  sound 
of  trampling  feet  caused  me  to  turn  around. 
I was  surprised  but  not  terrified.  The  distant 
scene  about  the  hillside  was  lost  to  view.  I 
was  conscious  of  the  approach  of  a vast  herd 
of  cattle,  following  their  leaders,  who  tore  up 
the  ground  and  rushed  about  with  foaming 
mouths  and  red,  glaring  eyes.  I now  under- 
stood the  strange  phenomenon  I had  seen  on 
the  hillside.  I could  see  nothing  in  the  rear 
of  the  cattle  and  the  great  multitude  seemed 
to  have  no  object  in  view  other  than  getting 
away.  I did  not  pay  much  attention  to  the 
cattle,  however,  nor  did  I care  where  they 
went.  I was  in  hurry  to  complete  my 
journey  and  must  march  along.  I had  no 
time  to  loose.  Like  Lot’s  wife,  I could  not 
go  far  without  turning  around.  It  suddenly 
became  apparent  to  me  that  the  cattle  were 
on  my  trail.  But  for  what  reason  ? What 
did  I do  then  ? Run  ! well,  my  legs  did  not 
need  to  be  told  ! They  did  run,  but  not  fast 
enough,  for  I felt  that  the  herd  was  slowly 
gaining  on  me.  It  was  not  necessary  for  me 
to  look  around  to  know  this  fact.  Oh,  for  a 
telegraph  pole ! I wished  that  I was  in  the 
streets  of  New  York  where  the  poles  of 
different  varieties  grow  profusely.  I strained 
my  eyes  in  every  direction  in  hopes  that  I 
might  see  something  that  would  aid  me 
against  the  enemy.  Far  off  on  the  right  I 
saw  what  looked  like  a fence.  I was  not 
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sure  but  I set  my  legs  going  in  that  direction 
faster  than  was  their  usual  habit. 

As  I rapidly  drew  near,  I saw  that  my  sur- 
mise was  correct.  Horrors!  My  next  look 
showed  me  that  the  cattle  had  come  between 
me  and  the  fence.  My  heart  was  beginning 
to  experience  a most  peculiar  sensation.  I 
looked  around  and  saw  that  the  fence  made  a 
sharp  angle  about  half  a mile  off,  and,  with  a 
sinking  feeling  in  my  heart,  I set  out  in  this 
new  direction.  Could  I reach  it?  My  legs 
told  me  I could,  and  I bade  them  do  their 
best.  How  was  I to  get  over  that  fence  with- 
out tumbling  some  of  it  down  in  my  violence? 
I knew  that  if  it  broke  down  the  cattle  would 
be  upon  me.  I let  myself  over  it  as  carefully 
as  my  hurry  would  allow,  and  then  started  to 
run,  I knew  not  whither.  The  noise  of 
splintering  wood  already  told  me  that  the 
fence  was  undergoing  what  I must  shortly 
undergo.  In  my  terrible  haste  I ran  plump 
into  a stream  of  water.  I felt  that  now  I 
must  soon  die,  for  I thought  the  chances  of 
my  outswimming  the  herd  were  very  slight 
indeed.  Yet  I struck  out  boldly  and  the  cool 
water  seemed  to  have  a strengthening  effect 
on  my  wearied  body.  My  mind  grew  clearer 
and  I thought  I would  deceive  the  cattle  by 
keeping  under  water.  Maybe  they  would 
think  I was  gone.  I found  it  hard  work 
breathing  under  water,  for  the  ozone  was  very 
scarce. 

At  last  my  head  came  out  very  slowly,  but 
what  a sight  my  eyes  met.  Red  angry  eyes 
rested  upon  me,  but  I found  I had  them  at 
bay.  How  relieved  I felt.  My  breath  came 
quick  and  fast.  I could  not  get  too  much  of 
it.  My  heart  throbbed  and  beat  against  my 
sides  and  I began  to  wonder  which  would  be 
better,  to  be  trodden  to  death  by  angry  cattle 
or  to  explode  in  the  water. 

To  add  to  my  peril,  I felt  something  draw- 
ing and  contracting  me  out  of  space.  Some- 
thing had  me  under  the  water  surely.  Would 
not  the  demons  let  me  alone  even  in  the  hour 
of  trial  ? Would  the  cattle  leave  me  and  let 


me  fight  the  latter  enemy  with  what  strength 
I had  left?  Was  it  the  press  of  alligator  jaws 
I felt  about  my  waist,  and  was  I swallowed  so 
far  already  ? 

Suddenly  it  dawned  upon  me  that  the  cattle 
were  all  on  one  side  of  the  water  and  with 
much  hard  labor  and  difficulty  I pressed  across 
the  stream.  Would  the  infernal  monster  that 
was  slowly  pressing  the  life  out  of  my  lower 
half  come  with  me  out  of  that  blessed  yet 
cursed  stream  ? I determined  to  do  my  best 
to  conquer  him  in  fair  and  open  fight  as  soon 
as  I should  get  him  out  of  his  element. 
Painfully  I worked  myself  about  thirty  feet 
from  the  water  and  then  turned  to  face  my 
second  enemy.  I could  see  nothing,  but  my 
legs  were  paralized  and  I could  not  move.  I 
was  not  long  in  finding  my  oppresor.  It  was 
my  new  buckskin  pants.  They  would  not  let 
me  move,  and  I could  not  take  them  off. 

My  heart  sank  and  1 felt  that  if  I had  the 
power  or  strength,  I would  have  given  myselt 
to  the  cattle.  There  was  one  consolation  even 
in  my  last  moments,  which  was  that  ere  long 
their  carcasses  would  hang  in  the  butcher’s 
stall.  While  my  thoughts  were  occupied  by 
these  reflections,  I became  conscious  of  the 
fact  that  this  state  of  affairs  could  not  go 
forever.  The  cattle  were  beginning  to  get 
impatient  and  were  commencing  to  cautiously 
approach  the  water.  Nearer  and  nearer  they 
came  sniffing  the  air  and  angrily  tossing  their 
horned  heads.  I now  began  to  feel  that  my 
end  was  near  at  hand  and  wished  I had  led  a 
better  life,  and  in  my  fright  made  innumerable 
good  resolutions  in  about  two  seconds  time. 
The  situation  now  began  to  grow  desperate. 
One  of  the  leaders,  a huge  bull,  was  within  a 
few  paces  of  me.  I looked  into  his  fiery  red 
eyes,  they  reminded  me  of  a bright  light. 
Nearer  and  nearer  he  came,  and  as  I turned 
in  a vain  endeavor  to  get  away  from  him  he 
was  so  near  that  I felt  his  hot  breath  on  my 
neck.  Then  I felt  something  touch  my 
shoulder,  and  I was  about  to  give  myself  up 
for  lost,  when  I heard  a voice  shout  in  my 
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ear  : “ You’d  better  get  up  if  you  want  to  get 
out  your  Calculus  before  breakfast.”  I awoke 
to  see  my  room-mate,  in  the  dim  morning 


light,  standing  over  me  with  a lighted  lamp 
in  his  hand.  I heaved  a long  sigh  of  relief 
and  got  up. 


THE  DIFFERENCE. 

FRIEND  or  two,  a mug  of  beer, 
And  old  times  then  recalling 
Of  our  youthful  days  and  college  ways. 
And  ambitions  most  appalling. 

’Twas  then  we  built  our  castle 
In  the  realms  of  far  above, 

And  we  flew  on  the  wings  of  fancy, 
Like  the  poor  unthinking  dove. 

But  now!  Well,  all  is  different, 

And  we  are  wiser  in  a way. 

Quite  satisfied  if  we  are  earning, 

Say  fifty  cents  a day. 


A STUDY  IN  CONTRASTS. 

/\  POET  sat  in  his  attic  drear, 

Grinding  out  rhymes  of  Christmas  cheer, 
Turkey  and  pie. 

Writing  a poem  of  Christmas  time, 

Caroling,  jingling,  ringing  rhyme — 

“ Last  he’d  try.” 

Starving  and  thin,  with  hollow  eye, 

Singing  a song  of  Christmas  pie  ! 

Pitiful  sight ! 

Took  it  up  into  the  editor's  den, 

Begged  him  to  look  it  through  once  again. 

“ No  time  tonight.” 

Left  it  at  last,  and  sadly  turned 
In  search  of  the  food  he  would  have  earned 
Willingly — well, 

The  fellow  died  ; and  his  Christmas  rhyme 
Came  out  in  print  at  the  proper  time. 

His  funeral  knell. 
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r’pHE  Gossip  isn’t  a model  of  disinterested 
devotion,  yet  he  tries  to  do  a little 
something  to  “keep  the  ball  a rolling”  him- 
self without  expecting  to  be  paid  for  it, 
and  he  likes  to  see  a little  of  this  spirit  in 
other  people.  Consequently  it  makes  him  get 
a trifle  irritated  when  he  hears  a couple  of 
Sophomores  ask  why  the  Epitome  Board 
don’t  offer  any  prizes  for  drawings.  It  makes 
him  think  with  regret  of  the  days  when  all 
men  in  college,  who  had  any  artistic  or  literary 
ability  whatsoever,  were  anxious  to  do  all  they 
could  to  help  the  college  annual  to  a standard 
of  excellence.  The  honor  and  satisfaction  of 
having  their  work  in  the  Lehigh  Epitome 
used  to  be  prize  enough.  It  would  seem  from 
the  remarks  of  these  men  that  the  under- 
graduates of  today  must  be  paid  to  help  on 
the  causes  of  their  Alma  Mater.  Surely  The 
Gossip  hopes  the  old  esprit  dc  corps  still 
exists.  These  remarks  were  called  out,  no 
doubt,  by  the  fact  that  a prize  was  offered 


once  before.  He  feels  sure  the  college  can 
and  will  have  a splendid  annual  this  year. 

* 

The  Gossip,  dear  reader,  is  not,  as  you 
may  suppose — your  surmise,  of  course  being 
founded  solely  on  the  products  of  his  prolific 
and  masterly  pen — a creation  of  usual  animate 
structure;  for  living  in  a finite  world  and 
surrounded  by  the  tangible,  not  even  to  the 
keenest  human  eye  is  he  visible.  The  Gossip 
is  a composite  being — most  cosmopolitanly 
composite  — assembling  and  deploying  his 
component  parts  at  pleasure,  and  is  seldom  or 
never  in  entirety,  but  ever  present  and  omni- 
present in  all  quarters  where  it  were  better  he 
were  not. 

Save  for  the  power  of  invisibility  of  this 
benign  creature,  that  of  classic  creation  to 
which  The  Gossip  in  bodily  form  may  most 
fittingly  be  likened  is  the  Minotaur,  the  gentle 
pet  of  Minas,  King  of  Crete.  Were  it  not 
that  The  Gossip  possessed  the  same  charmed 
life  of'  this  hungry  monster,  fed  upon  the 
noble  youth  of  Athens,  and  that  as  yet  no 
Theseus  has  set  foot  in  his  fastness,  long 
since  would  he — the  poor  Gossip — have  been 
hurried  to  perdition. 
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EDITOR’S  TABLE. 


r I '''HE  attention  of  The  Table  has  been 
called  to  a series  of  articles  in  Harper’s 
Weekly  entitled  “A  Harvard  Man  at  Oxford” 
by  John  Corbin.  The  first  of  this  series  ap- 
peared in  the  issue  of  February  26th,  and  is 
entitled  “ Slacking  on  the  Isis  and  Char,”  and 
gives  a fascinating  account  of  the  aimless 
gliding  along  under  blue  sky  and  through 
green  country  which  constitutes  “ slacking.” 

The  second  number  of  the  series,  entitled 
“As  seen  from  an  Oxford  Tub,”  deals  with 
an  account  of  that  most  interesting  feature  of 
the  English  Universities,  the  rowing  crews. 
Illustrations  give  the  reader  a good  idea  of 
how  things  look,  and  together  with  the 
author’s  accounts  must  leave  lasting  impres- 
sions on  the  mind. 

The  third  number  of  this  series  is  more  or 
less  a continuation  of  the  second  as  to  its 
subject  which  is  likewise  the  crews. 

All  three  articles  are  well  written  and 
should  be  of  interest  to  every  college  man. 

* * 

* 

The  current  issue  of  The  Trinity  Tablet 
contains  several  good  things,  among  which  is  a 
story  entitled  “The  Gaunt  Friar.”  Some 
verse  entitled  “Pro  Amour”  would  delight 
the  love  lorn,  while  “ To  The  Mississippi  ” is 
rife  with  the  spirit  of  nature.  The  Table 
gives  the  latter  below  : 

TO  THE  MISSISSIPPI. 

Flow  thou  on,  O Mississippi, 

T'ward  the  restless  tossing  sea  ! 

Endless  summers  without  number 
Joyfully  have  smiled  on  thee. 


On  thy  banks,  O Mississippi, 

In  the  happy  days  gone  by, 

Indian  mothers  rocked  their  children, 

Painted  warriors  raised  their  cry. 

On  thy  shores  did  Hiawatha 

Hunt  on  many  a summer’s  day. 

On  thy  shores  the  Indian  maidens 

Sang  their  native  roundelay. 

Rut  those  days  have  long  departed, 

Other  nations  crowd  the  sands, 

Where  was  once  an  Indian  wigwam 

Now  a city  proudly  stands. 

Still  flow  on,  O Mississippi, 

T’ward  the  restless,  tossing  sea! 

Endless  summers  without  number 

Joyfully  shall  smile  on  thee. 

* * 

* 

This  month’s  Bowdoin  Quill  has  some 
verse  which  it  would  be  a pity  to  miss.  It  is 
dedicated  to  “ C.  A.  R.”  and,  though  rather 
sentimental,  is  very  pretty.  It  is  as  follows  : 
TO  C.  A.  R. 

Oh,  were  I but  some  spirit  of  air, 

That  I thy  chastened  thoughts  might  share, 

And  bear  thy  childlike,  guileless  prayer 
To  heaven’s  King  o’erhead  ! 

That  all  unseen  my  soul  might  play 
With  thy  brown  locks,  and  kiss  away 
Unfelt  from  the  unconscious  eye 
The  crystal  tear,  as  thou  dost  lie 
Serene  in  thy  white  bed  ! 

Oh,  would  I were  the  sky  of  night. 

That  with  a thousand  eyes  I might 
Look  down  with  thousandfold  delight 
Upon  thy  head,  my  dove  ! 

W ould  God  that  I for  aye  might  be. 

Dear  soul,  separate  from  thee, 

And  pour  with  e’er  unfailing  art 
Into  thy  true  and  open  heart 
Sweet  tokens  of  my  love  ! 
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— The  Secretary  and  Treasurer  of  the 
Alumni  Association,  Mr.  H.  H.  Stoek,  has 
severed  his  connection  with  the  Pennsylvania 
State  College,  to  become  the  editor  of  “ Mines 
and  Minerals,”  Scranton,  Pa.  All  communi- 
cations for  him  should  be  addressed  to  809 
Quincy  Avenue,  Scranton,  Pa. 


— H.  H.  Seabrook,  ’9 7,  is  in  the  Construc- 
tion Department  of  the  New  York  Telephone 
Company,  New  York  City. 

— G.  Ordway,  ’94,  has  returned  from  British 
Columbia,  and  is  now  in  Washington,  D.  C. 

— R.  S.  Huse,  ex. -’95,  is  studying  law  at 
Columbia  University. 

— J.  E.  Boatrite,  ’91,  has  moved  to  129 
West  Thirteenth  Street,  New  York  City. 

— E.  G.  Rust,  ’92,  is  with  the  Southwark 
Foundry  & Machine  Co.,  Philadelphia,  Pa. 

— J.  M.  Wilson,  ’95,  is  Assistant  Engineer 
of  the  M.  W.  P.  & E.  R.  R.,  Williamsport,  Pa. 

— N.  M.  Osborne,  ’93,  has  left  Norfolk,  Va., 
and  is  now  in  Philadelphia,  Pa.,  address  No. 
721  Pine  Street. 

— J.  DuB.  Ferguson,  ’94,  is  expected  to 
return  from  Sweden  in  the  near  future. 


CLIPPINGS. 


THE  WINDOWS  OF  THE  HEART. 

“ I love  you,  dear.”  ’Twas  all  he  said, 

And  humbly  bowed  his  dear,  fair  head, 
Yet  dared  I no  compassion  show, 

For  whether  'twas  the  truth  or  no 
I could  not  tell. 

I bade  the  kneeling  youth  to  rise, 

That  I might  gaze  into  his  eyes. 

And  then  I knew  his  words  were  true, 

For  in  those  orbs  of  trustful  blue 

Guile  could  not  dwell.  — Ex. 


THE  MELANCHOLY  DAYS. 

The  gorse  and  the  flowers  are  faded, 

The  skies  are  a dark  leaden  gray, 

The  breezes  are  laden  with  frost,  love, 

And  I must  away,  away, 

Good-bye,  little  sweetheart,  good-bye. 

A long,  happy  summer  we’ve  had,  love. 

Where  the  sweet  clover  pulsed  in  the  air. 

But  the  pleasures  of  life  will  not  last,  love, 

And  the  fields  are  all  serried  and  bare, 

Good-bye,  little  sweetheart,  good-bye. — Ex. 

—Jackson  : “ Is  it  easy  to  take  photographs  with 
that  camera  ? ” 

Johnson  : “ Yes;  it  is  a regular  snap.” 

— Princeton  Tiger. 


THE  MODERN  CUPID. 

Her  form  was  fair, 

And  eke  her  hair, 

Was  like  a crown  of  beaten  gold. 

Within  her  eyes 
Was  paradise, 

Nor  lacking  was  the  knight  so  bold. 

He  was  a youth, 

Ah  ! let  the  truth 
About  him  then  be  fully  told, 

He  said  she’d  do, 

When  well  he  knew 

Her  father’s  figure — likewise  gold.  — Ex. 


Into  the  waiting  hosts  that  bow 
Silent  in  wond’ring  awe 
Before  his  might ; 

Into  the  world's  mist  of  dreams 
With  all  its  passions  hushed 
In  still,  white  hight ; 

Into  the  slumb’ring  soul  that  wakes 
To  full  eternal  life 

Amid  the  light — 

Christ  is  born  ! 

— The  Aft.  Holyoke. 


58 


THE  LEHIGH  BURR. 


— Dinnis:  “Begobs,  Oi  fell  off  a sixty-foot  ladther 
yisterday.” 

McSweney:  “Och  ! you’re  the  luckiest  man  Oi 
ever  saw.  What  saved  you  ?” 

Dinnis:  “Oi  fell  off  the  bottom  round.” — Tech. 

Even  as  a broken  mirror,  which  the  glass 
In  every  fragment  multiplies,  and  makes 
A thousand  images  of  one  that  was, 

The  same,  and  still  the  more,  the  more  it  breaks; 
And  thus  the  heart  will  do  which  not  forsakes. 
Living  in  shattered  guise,  and  still,  and  cold, 

And  bloodless,  with  its  secret  sorrow  aches, 

Yet  withers  on  till  all  without  is  old, 

Showing  no  visible  signs,  for  such  things  are 
untold.  — Ex. 

I noticed  she  was  pretty, 

I thought  she  smiled  at  me; 

And  after  I had  passed  her, 

I turned  my  head  to  see. 

A piece  of  banana  peel 
My  careless  wheel  beguiled ; 

I cracked  a curbstone  with  my  head, 

And  then  I knew  she  smiled.  — Ex. 

Clarence:  “Well,  there’s  one  thing  that’s  cor- 
rect with  a morning  dress,  as  well  as  a box  coat.” 
Laurence  : “ What’s  that  ? ” 

Clarence:  “A  pair  of  trousers.” — Cornell  Widow. 

From  early  morn  till  dewey  eve, 

Scarce  stopping  for  a meal. 

Through  lanes  and  roads  this  maiden  sped, 
Perched  high  upon  a wheel. 

At  last  she  flew  to  realms  above, 

But  there — oh,  sad,  sad  fate  ! — 

She  found  a sign,  “No  wheels  allowed,” 
A-hanging  on  the  gate. 

“ Oh,  let  me  in,  kindly  saint ! ” she  cried; 

But  Peter  said,  “No,  no; 

You’ve  brought  your  wheel ; if  you  must  ride, 
There’s  a cinder  path  below.” 

— L.  A.  W.  Bulletin. 


— “ The  Streets  of  New  Jerusalem,”  said  the  Rev. 
Mr.  Sprocketts,  “ is  paved  with  the  smoothest  asphalt, 
and  truck  delivery  wagons  are  not  allowed  on  the 
roads.”  There  were  eight  hundred  converts.  — Ex. 


The  cars  were  piled  in  fearful  wreck ; 

The  stranger  roared  with  glee; 

He  pushed  the  Pullman  off  his  neck  ; 

“ Which  down  was  that?  ” said  he. — Life. 


—Students  at  the  University  of  Heidelberg,  Ger- 
many, who  take  laboratory  courses  in  chemistry  or 
physics  are  required  by  the  university  authorities  to 
take  out  an  accident  insurance  policy,  covering  possible 
accidents  occuring  during  the  exercises. — Ex. 


— Queen  Mary  (at  the  burning  of  a heretic) : 
“ What  are  the  people  laughing  at?  ” 

Prime  Minister  : “ The  martyr  has  just  observed 
that  the  people  are  making  light  of  him. — Ex. 

— Of  the  twenty-six  barons  who  signed  the  Magna 
Charta,  but  three  wrote  their  names  and  twenty-three 
made  their  marks.  This  is  all  changed  now.  Every 
baron  can  write,  but  only  a few  succeed  in  making 
their  mark. — Ex. 


TOLERANCE. 

O man,  why  strive  with  fellow  man 
About  some  creed  which  from  thine  own 
Is  but  a step, 

While  there  remains  that  mighty  depth 
Of  sin  and  shame  and  span  ? 

Think  not  to  you  God  has  revealed, 

The  whole  of  his  great  wondrous  truth 
That  none  can  read  : 

For  men  have  died  to  serve  their  creed 
Who  never  knew  thy  Lord.  — Ex. 


QUATRAIN. 

As  snows  of  winter  thickly  fall, 

And  every  gnarl  and  flaw  conceal, 

So  love’s  warm  mantle  covering  all 

Doth  not  a single  fault  reveal.  -Ex. 


FATE. 

The  red  rose  climbs  on  the  trellis  high ; 

I look  and  long  in  passing  by, 

The  white  rose  nods  at  my  finger  tips ; 

I look  to  the  red  rose  with  burning  lips. 

I strive  for  it  and  grasp  a thorn ; 

My  heart’s  blood  gushes  from  fingers  torn. 

The  white  rose  droops  ’neath  a weight  of  pain — 
Its  leaves  are  blotched  with  a crimson  stain. 

— The  College  Folio. 

She  said  “Good  night,”  and  did  not  go. 

But  glanced  at  me  with  laughing  eye 
That  made  my  blood  in  madness  flow. 

Unheeded,  then,  an  hour  went  by; 

And  if  its  secret  you  would  know, 

Then  ask — for  she  won’t  tell,  nor  I — 

The  mistletoe.  — The  Bowdoin. 
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